melody would melt into another, and once again the
unchanging memories thronged past him, each sum-
moned from the darkness, familiar and distinct, at
the first notes of its own tune. This was the song
they had sung together on the long railway journey
back from Eoyan; and he remembered that bewitching
night together in the shadowy compartment with its
shaded lamp, and the child-like docility and languor
of her lips beneath the kisses he had stolen, with one
eye on Madame de Laignes asleep in the opposite
corner. He remembered, too, the arrival at the cold
station, the omnibus sliding off over the slippery pave,
his misery at the thought of going back to college,
and all his fears for a future which seemed as enigmatic
as the morning mists. Another tune was inseparably
associated with the time before his departure for
Koyan, when for an instant it had amazingly seemed
good to be alive; that tune would always be luminous
with hope for him. As though to fix for ever the memory
of adolescence,, the springtime of its words had taken
on the shining radiance of a sky which had been bluer
that year than ever before. Yet another tune, which
he could never hear without recalling Saint-Guenole
and its hours of grief, seemed to hold in its melancholy
the memory of so many vanished and forgotten
moments that he had only to evoke them to taste again
the bitterness of life as it had been then. Even the
ballad of old Eobin Gray had its place in this strange
procession of images and sounds.
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